THE  TRAIN
hated to disfigure her face with it and drew a little
beard and moustaches with burnt cork. The result was
that the old prince looked much younger than his own
daughter, a weepy widow who wanted to go into a
monastery, and much sweeter and more feminine than
all the young counts and princes. He was the one whom
the audience liked best of all—and they showed it by
applause and stamping—despite all his wicked deeds....
The show was a great success. The group began to
grow. The parents seeing that their children behaved
well with the young teacher, that she did not spoil them,
and read books to them, began to send their children to
her of their own accord. They even gathered at her
house in the evenings, after the day's work. Danilov
alone kept worrying from early morning: what excuse
to find for dropping in at the school? Once or twice he
came during school hours, but Fama very sternly
forbade this. He could not bear to live one hour without
seeing her. He grew lazy at his work: the work could
wait, what he wanted was to go at once and see what she
was doing, hear what she was saying. When she went to
town, he wilted with boredom, counting the hours until
she returned. When he saw her—warmth and light
seemed to spread around, everything acquired a new
meaning, charm, power. Songs had a different sound,
words became more important. "Vanya's in love with
the teacher," the boys teased. He did not believe them.
What did they know? He respected her and wanted to
be like her. In love? Why she was unapproachable! Had
anyone said that she was just a Youth League teacher
like so many others, he would have given them a lick-
ing....
Danilov was eighteen, a tall, broad-shouldered fellow
with strong arms, a head taller than Fama, with a fresh,
fair complexion and a faint down on his upper lip.
For some time his strength had been becoming a
burden to him, his own body was a load. At times he
would fall into fits of brooding, at others, he would be
wildly gay. Suddenly his mother began talking about
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